Tom Sender
. " Show me that you are a German/3 was the roughly
spoken demand.
" I have only my language to prove it."
The officer was not interested.
" We don't need women. The men who have to go
to the front come first on the trains ! "
The same experience was repeated at the German
consulate. I went to see relatives, a Swiss family.
The boy was preparing to join the army. I spent all
day in that Swiss town. A second day passed similarly.
Feeling in German Switzerland was running highly
pro-German. I had to be careful to utter no critical
word, and the tension proved too strong for me to be
able to stay there.
The fourth of August brought a terrible blow.
The German Socialists had voted the war credits !
Everything seemed to collapse. " How could they ? "
I argued with myself. " Couldn't they see the
Austrian responsibility, beginning with the provoca-
tive ultimatum to Serbia ? Without approval of the
German government Vienna would never have dared
to go as far as it did."
More days of waiting followed. My parents, not
knowing where I was, must be in great distress.
I sent them telegrams and letters but doubted if
these would reach them. (They did not. Weeks
later they all arrived together, long after I had
appeared.)
Three weeks in Switzerland and I became uncon-
trollably impatient I looked up the consul and told
him, " I am ready to stay here as long as it pleases
you, but you will have to pay my expenses. Soon I
shall have no more money." That seemed to impress